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BLIZZARD

(AN EMOTION OF DEPRESSION)

Do you remember,

Ethel,

Our stone house in December

At the moor's edge

Near the high fell ?

And the snow.

And the wind

Pinned

To the snow ?

How it would rave                                     10

'Neath the architrave

Of white clouds

Stretched on hill and fell !

You are dead,

Ethel,

Slid to Heaven or Hell.

But do you remember ?

Stooping low

To the ash red

Of burnt logs,                                             20

Snug from the cold,

We said to the ember,

" Wolves* eyes in the wind

And the wild snow

The wind flogs."

It is all snow now,

Ethel,

Snow !    Snow !

Not a bluebell.
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